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If unhappily deceiv'd I dream, 


And prove too weak for ſo divine a theme, 
Let Charity forgive me a miſtake 
That Zeal—not Vanity—has chanc'd to make, 
And ſpare the Poet for his Subject's Sake. 
CowPER. 


LONDON, . 


PRINTED BY M. RITCHIE, FOR THE AUTHOR; 
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NUMEROUS 
AND 
RESPECTABLE INDIVIDUALS, 


EDUCATED IN 


CHARIIS I AH USF11 AL. 


GENTLEMEN, 


'Tht humble Production, which now ſolicits your Patronage, 


reſts it's Claim to that Honor ſolely on it's Deſign. 


The pleaſing opportunities I have frequently had of obſerving the 
ſmile of gratitude, which the bare mention of CRHRIST's HosPiTAL 
has brought upon the lips of RE who were proud to own their 
boundleſs obligations to it's bounty, induced me to attempt the fol- 
lowing poem: in which it has been my aim to awaken the remem- 
brance of ſcenes, which cannot fail to pleaſe,—to pay a public tri- 
bute of gratitude to our illuſtrious Founders and Benefactors, and 


to honor the noble Inſtitution itſelf, by a diſplay of it's extenſive 


a 2 beneficial 


VI 


beneficial influence upon the Commerce, Arms, Arts, Sciences, and 


Religion of our Country. 


Such, 6 is my deſign; and, to fail in it's execution, will 
be a diſappointment, which I ſhall the leſs regret, if the Attempt 
merits your Approbation. 

I have the Honor to be, Gentlemen, 
Your moſt obedient, 
Very humble Servant, 


Lonpon, T. S. SURR, 
SEPT. 1797. 


CHRIST'S HOSPITAL. 


IN vain the feeble optics of proud man, 


Th' extent of Boundleſs Wiſdom aim to ſcan : 
In vain attempt to penetrate thoſe ſkies, 


Where the Eternal Purpoſe veiled lies! 


Elſe might th' enquiring mind explore to know, 


Why Love Omnific has permitted woe: 
Why at the cloſe of Autumn's lovely ſcenes 
The icy reign of Winter intervenes ; 


Ere ſmiling Spring leads on her flow'ry train, 


Or Summer fruits their bluſhing ripeneſs gain ? 
Fruitleſs reſearches! Ye diſarm the ſoul, 


. And looſe it from Religion's ſweet controul; 


„ Which teaches man with rev'rence to aſſign 
1 Effects of Nature to a Cauſe Divine. 
A Had 
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Had one unchequer'd ſcene of proſp'rous fate 
Shone through the drama of man's preſent ſtate; 
Nor Want, nor Woe, eer viſited the earth, 

Who, Charity, had hailed thy ſmiling birth ? 
Where would young Induſtry have rear'd his head, 
Or whither would the Cherub Hope have fled ? 
To ſons of Earth a varying Fate's decreed: 

Lo Health and Sickneſs—Afﬀluence and Need! 
Here the chear'd heart with gratitude o'erflows, 


There Bounty's breaſt with gen'rous rapture glows. 


Oh mean the mind, poor, cold and empty ſpace, 
In which Compaſſion fills no hallow'd place ! 
Sweet principle! which prompts a tear to flow 
F'en at the pains inferior natures know : 


Food and a ſhelter to the Robin yields, 


When Winter drives him from the frozen fields; 


And 
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And anxious een the meaneſt life to ſave, 


Reſcues a Fly when ſtruggling with a wave. 


But when the ſuff rings of a brother Man 


Awake Compaſſion to ſome gen'rous plan, 


Say, ye, who the exalted impulſe feel, 


What tranſports on the boſom ſweetly ſteal 

When Pity wipes the tear from Mis'ry's eye, 

And ſoothes Misfortune till it ceaſe to ſigh ! 

Oh joy ſupreme ! more genial to the ſoul 

Than ſhort-lived Mirth that flits o'er Pleaſure's bowl ; 
Rapture more exquiſite than Love inſpires, 

When ſoften'd Beauty yields to chaſte defires ; 
Unfading, holy, heavenly delight, 


In which Man's nature and his God's unite ! 
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Is there, whoſe ſoul deſirous of renown, 
Pants in remoteſt ages to be known, 
To wreath his brows with ever-blooming bays, 
And live for ever in his country's praiſe ? 
To ſweet Compaſſion's dictates let him bend, 
And earn the title of his country's friend, 
Scorning the triumphs of the martial car, 
And blood - ſtained honors of deſtructive War! 
The glory that ſurrounds a Cæſar's head, 
Reflects its rays upon the blood he ſhed; 
Whilſt the lov'd names that deck Compaſſion's ſhrine, 
With mild undazzling ſplendor ſpotleſs ſhine ! 


In ſtrains melodious the trump of Fame, 
Enamour'd, echoes the Sixth Edward's name; 
A name, which Charity has firm impreſſ'd 


On the warm feelings of the grateful breaſt : 


A name 
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A name which many a Lazar has ador'd, 


When ſooth'd in Sickneſs or to Health reſtor'd; 


And ſtill more hallow'd by a grateful race, 
Whoſe penitence was born of their* diſgrace ; 
Who ſnatch'd from ruin ready to deſtroy, 
Mingle their praiſes with the angels joy. 


But now 1s heard a more enchanting ſound, 
Hark ! from the diſtant airs ſweet notes rebound : 


Liſten again! and ſtill 'tis Edward's praiſe, 


Which bands of orphans chaunt in artleſs lays. 
Orphans in name alone, who daily ſhare, 


The various bleſſings of parental care. 
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St. Thomas's Hoſpital in Southwark, was founded by Edward VI. for the 
2 relief of the ſick and wounded poor. | 


> Bridewell Hoſpital for the reception of vagrants and diſorderly perſons, was 
alſo founded by Edward VI ; and in its original deſign greatly reſembled the bene- 
volent inſtitution of the preſent Philanthropic Society. 


O bear 
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Oh bear me, Mem'ry, to the happy throng, 
Where oft I've mingled in the grateful ſong; 
With renovated rapture let me dwell, 

On ſcenes I honor, and I love ſo well! 

To me would Milton's genius impart, 

A Milton's power in the tuneful art ; 

The proudeſt effort of my ſkill ſhould be, 
Honor'd Chriſt's Hoſpital to ſing of thee ! 
To thee I'd ſtrike my higheſt, nobleſt chord, 


Thy praiſe my theme—thy honor my reward ! 


In days of yore, when Superſtition's hand 


The ſceptre ſway'd o'er a benighted land, 
Thy ancient walls aroſe: the pious toil 


Of Romiſh zealots rear'd the Gothic pile“: 


The Monaſtery of the Franciſcan, or Grey Friars, was founded in the year 
1224, principally at the charge of John Edwin, Mercer, aſſiſted by the pious contri- 
butions of the Citizens of London and others — 

See Stow's Survey of London, and Leland's Collection. 


The 
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The mould'ring relics of whoſe priſtine form, 
Unyielding ſtill to Time's inceſſant ſtorm, 
Speak to Refle&ion of that gloomy hour, 
When Albion ſigh'd, oppreſl'd by papal power: 
When Reaſon, pure directreſs of the mind, 

To Bigotry a victim was conſign'd: 

And when that Freedom, Albion's ſons adore, 


Wander'd an exile from her native ſhore. 


Yet tho' midit clouds the antique fabric roſe, 
Tho” drear the ſcenes its earlieſt days diſcloſe, 
A ſun was riſing, whoſe celeſtial light, | 
Diſpers'd the gloom, and broke the ſpells of night : 
Reform, long lab'ring in the womb of time, 


Burſt into birth, and chear'd a darken'd clime. 
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As when, ſome latent evil to deſtroy, 
Heav'n deems it meet the tempeſt to employ ; 
Fierce ruſhes forth the Spirit of the ſtorm, 
Well pleas'd the face of Nature to deform, 
With ruthleſs cruelty delights to ſlay, 

And dezmon-like enjoys the wide diſmay : 
But when his Ruler's purpoſe is achiev'd, 

His triumph ends, and Nature is reliev'd : 
Then ſinks the Monſter to his priſon caves, 


Which lie conceal'd beneath old Ocean's waves. 


So, vaſt deſigns of Mercy to fulfill, 
The Pow'r of Pow'rs o'er-rul'd a tyrant's will; 
So, wanton cruelty defil'd the pow'r 


Which! Henry wielded in a gloomy hour. 


Henry VIII. 
With 


9 
With ſhew of right the fouleſt deeds to cloak, 
The luſtful tyrant broke the Papal yoke; 
Suppreſs'd the Convent, that its glitt'ring hoard 
Might ſpread with luxuries his feſtive board, 
And ne'er imagin'd, that the joys he ſought, - 


With human life-blood were too dearly bought. 
At length unpitied ſunk into his tomb 

The dæmon, who deſtroy'd the pow'r of Rome; 
The tempeſt of the moral world was o'er, 


And Reaſon dawn'd where Ign'rance reign'd before. 


Then Edward, Friend of Man, and beſt of Kings, 
Roſe like the glorious orb, whence morning ſprings, 
Before whoſe wholeſome beams Deluſion fled, 

And the dire ills of Superſtition bred, 
Around his throne a* Glory ſhed its rays, 
Whoſe luſtre pierc'd the miſts of former days; 


The promoters of the Reformation. 


B Truth 
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Truth crown'd the work, Impiety began, 
Releas'd from ſervile bonds the mind of Man, 
O'erthrew the tyranny, that aw'd the ſoul, 


And left the Conſcience to its own controul. 


Freed from monaſtic dreams, long-ſlumb'ring man 
Awoke, and bluſh'd to muſe the race he ran; 
Recoil'd indignant at the Convent's gloom, 

The pious horrors of a living tomb, 
Spurn'd the vile legends prieſtly Fraud had ſpread, 
And ſcoff'd the thunders, he was wont to dread: 


Smil'd at the vengeance of the papal throne, 
Rev'renc'd his God, and fear'd but Him alone. 


The nobleſt feelings grac'd young Edward's breaſt, 
The bad he pitied, and the good careſt ; 


Call'd 
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Call'd to a throne in years yet immature, 


His actions ſpeak a mind ſage, poliſh'd, pure. 


How ill attun'd his boſom was to hate, 


The tears that dew'd a rebel uncle's fate 

L Proclaim : and that his heart felt Pity's glow, 

| We learn from monuments of conquer'd woe. 
| Of theſe the chief, behold a chearful dome 


Smile, where the Convent frown'd *midſt chilling 


2 gloom . 

3 | : * . : od 

[ Behold Chriſt's Hoſpital, whoſe lib'ral plan 
4 Honors the heart, and intellects of man! 


Where the cowl'd Monk had ſlept his life away, 


Lo Charity's triumphant banners play! 


* © In the year 1552, King Edward VI. founded Christ's Hospital in the Grey- 
« Friars Convent: and such was the diligence of those employed to execute this 
ce great and good plan, that the Grey-Friars Convent was fitted up and converted to 
<< the use of poor fatherless children, and 340 were admitted upon its foundation in 
the same year,” | 
Entick's Survey of London, taken from Stow, Leland, &c. 


| of Oh 
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Oh ſoul enchanting change! the cloiſters drear, 
That oft had witneſs'd the deſponding tear, 
And echo'd oft the agonizing ſigh 

Of boſoms lab'ring with the wiſh to die, 


Now joyous ring at Morning's roſy birth ; 
And when illumin'd by the moon's pale rays, 


Whiſper the breeze of peace, or echo praiſe. 


For this benignant change, around thy tomb, 
Edward, freſh honors ſhall for ever bloom : 
Oft is the laurel waving o'er thy bier, 

Refreſh'd by many a Widows grateful tear: 
It ſhall not wither till the ſun ſhall fade, 
Shall not decay, till Nature has decay'd. 


With youthful ſports, and peals of boyiſh mirth, 


Nor 
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Nor ſhall the grateful Muſe neglect to pay 
To other ſhades the tributary lay: 
For ſee, reſplendent on th' hiſtoric page, 
Names, that ſhed luſtre on a darken'd age; 
Names, that to Albion's genius are dear, 
Names, o'er which pure Religion drops a tear. 
"Twas Ridley's, Cranmer's, piety and worth, 
Which form'd the grand deſign, and watch'd its birth; 
"Twas their's to regulate the uſeful courſe 
Of Edward's bounty from its gen'rous ſource; 


| Whole pious breaſts a patriot ardor fir'd, 


Whoſe zeal accompliſh'd, what their love inſpir'd. 


When mitred Prelates, and the royal throne 
Had made the cauſe of Charity their own, 
Crowds of ſucceeding benefactors roſe; 


From faſhion theſe from pureſt bounty thoſe. 


See— 


r 
f 
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See—ſhining brighter from an obſcure birth, 
A lowly man of moſt exalted worth ! 

Hail to thee, *Caſteller, whoſe labour gain'd 
More than thy frugal family maintain'd ; 
Whoſe Charity bequeath'd a well earn'd ſtore, 


To feed—to cloath—to educate the poor. 


Such was the riſe of this auguſt deſign, 
Of proſpect boundleſs, and of aim divine: 
On this foundation, gradually aroſe 


The nobleſt ſtructure Britain's empire knows: 


% There was one Richard Casteller, shoemaker, dwelling in Westminster, a 
* man, who was very assiduous in his faculty with his own hands; and such an 
one as was named The Cock of Weitminster, because both winter and summer he 
vas at work before four o'clock in the morning; this man thus truly and pain- 
“ fully labouring for his living, God blessed his labours so abundantly, that he pur- 
« chased lands and tenements at Westminster to the yearly value of 441. and having 


no child, with the consent of his wife, gave the same lands wholly to Christ's 
* Hospital.“ 


Entick's Survey of London, taken from Stow, &c. 


Tho' 
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Tho' England long has been the honor'd ſeat 
Of Charity, her lov'd and fix'd retreat, 
Yet one proud fabric on this favour'd Iſle 
Boaſts a ſuperior int'reſt in her ſmile : 
It boaſts, that there ſhe has diſplay'd a grace, 
Beyond the Muſe's ampleſt pow'rs to trace: 
Boaſts, that within the circle of it's walls 
Want's power ceaſes, and Woe's ſceptre falls: 
Boaſts of the wond'rous bleſſings there beſtow'd, 
Which help the helpleſs on life's thorny road ; 
Which waken Induſtry—which ſcatter lore— 
Stamp Virtue's image on the mind's rich ore 
Which foſter Genius, and aid its riſe 


From Want's cold region to its native ſkies, 


It was Matilda's happy lot to prove 


The heart-felt pleaſures of connubial Love. 


Long 


33 
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Long on life's ocean proudly ſwell'd the ſails 

Of her gay bark with Fortune's faireſt gales; 

When ſuddenly Affliction's tempeſt roſe, 

And Hope's bright ſcenes for ever ſeem'd to cloſe: 

Eight ſummers had Matilda been a bride, 

When ev'ry earthly hope with Henry died. 

Lo the pale mourner! her diſhevell'd hair, 

And frantic geſtures ſpeak her ſoul's deſpair. 

He's gone” ſhe ſcreams © they've laid him in the 
grave, | 

% His wife's—his children's pray'rs have fail'd to 
ſave: 

* Oh, hapleſs orphan! oh my darling boy, 

“ Buried is ev'ry hope of future joy: 

= Cold Want ſhall chill the powers of thy ſoul, 


« Or Vice allure them under it's controul : 


6c The 


* The hand that ſhould direct thine arduous way 


“To Virtue's goal—is cold, and lifeleſs clay. 
* Go, burſt the portal of thy father's tomb, 


* And ſeek thine only ſhelter in its womb !” 


While yet ſhe ſpeaks, ſhe hears a ſeraph voice, 

In ſoothing accents, whiſper, © Hail, Rejoice.” 

She turns, ſhe gazes with a pleaſing awe 

Upon the faireſt form the world e'er ſaw. 

Tis Charity, array'd in ſweeteſt ſmiles, 

With countenance that keeneſt grief beguiles : 

«© Widow” ſhe cries © this child of Want be mine: 
© Not to the tomb, to me your boy reſign. 

% To Edward's friendly dome his ſteps I'll lead; 
There ſhelter'd from the deadly blights of Need, 


* 


Tranſplanted in that health inſpiring ſoil, 
This bud of Sorrow, ſhall Hope's bloſſom ſmile; 


ov 


0 


© 2 Shall 


' 
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« Shall, foſter'd by Inſtruction's timely care, 
Ihe fruit of active Merit early bear; 


“% And, tho' midſt weeds of Woe its growth began, 
e Shall ripen into virtuous, happy Man!“ 


O Muſe, this is no viſionary theme, 
No charm of fancy, no poetic dream : 
Such ſoothing ſounds to many a drooping heart, 
The chearing cordial of Hope impart ; 
And many a ſmiling evidence appears, 


Whoſe morn of Life foreboded only tears. 


Mark now the ſtrippling his firit thoughts employ 
On his new liv'ry as a Blue-coat Boy ! 
Matilda views him with a mother's eyes, 


Joys that he ſtays—and yet to leave him—ſighs. 


Till 
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Till he, of his new privileges proud, 

Flies from her arms and joins the ſportive crowd: 
Then grateful, ſorrowful, ſhe bends her way, 
Chear'd with Hope's viſion of a future day; 
Which gilds the ev'ning of her life with joy, 
When he, whom now ſhe leaves a helpleſs boy, 
Mature in years and virtues ſhall ariſe 


To ſooth the cares of age, and cloſe her peaceful 


CYCS,— 


Now with a fairy ſtep, pleas'd Fancy ſtrays 
O'er the ſweet viſion of my boyiſh days; 
And follows him thro' each ſucceeding School, 
Where rigid Juſtice holds impartial rule, 
Where no rich dunce can riſe on bags of gold, 


Nor meed of Merit can be bought or ſold ; 


Os Where, 
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Where, as the youthful mind its bias ſhews, 
With dulneſs freezes, or with genius glows, 
Its native powers are to Science train'd, 

Till Learning's higheſt ſummit is attain'd ; 

Or to purſuits of humbler aim confin'd, 

The track is follow'd, Nature has deſign'd: 

No barrier croſſes Emulation's plain, 

But ſimply to deſerve, is to obtain. 

Fancy purſues him in his boyiſh ſports, 

And ſtrolls to all his holiday reſorts : 

When Summer ſun-beams tremble in the wave, 
Views him the river's depth courageous brave: 
Or when hoar froſt congeals the flowing tide, 


Swift o'er its icy boſom ſees him glide. 


But chief I love in fancy to repair, 
On Sabbath ev'nings to the Hall of Pray'r. 
| O ye, 


21 


O ye, within whoſe boſom warmly glows 

A heart, that pitying throbs for his woes ; 
A heart, that ſwells with grateful, joyful ſenſe, 
When Mercy {miles on helpleſs Innocence; 
Oh hither bend your ſteps, here raptur'd gaze 
On living monuments of Edward's praiſe ! 
Here view, beneath one roof, the num'rous train 
Of Sorrow's offspring, Bounty's ſtores maintain! 
Here view on orphan brows Contentment's air, 
The ſmile of Innocence devoid of care ! 

A band of brothers ! ſcions of one ſtock ! 

In the world's wilderneſs, a helpleſs flock ; 
Whom Mercy ſhelters on this hallow'd ground, 


From Want, and Woe, and Vice, which prowl 


around ! 


Now 
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Now mark the Sacred Duties of the place: 
Their youthful Prieſt recites the Word of Grace, 
And offers up to Heav'n the orphan's pray'r 


For thoſe, who make the orphan's Woes, their care. 


Now the loud notes of Gratitude ariſe, 


And mingle with the chorus of the ſkies. 


Hail ſcene, unrivall'd in the world's wide ſphere, 


Which God himſelf approves—and Men revere.— 


When chearful Spring ſucceeds to Winter's gloom, 
'Tis ſweet to ſee the tender branches bloom : 
Tis grateful to reflect upon the care, 

Which ſcreen'd the ſcions from the nipping air, 
To ſee, that ſpite of chilling froſts and ſnows, 
The plant ſtill flouriſhes—the flower blows. 


23 

So the Philanthropiſt on this bleſt ſpot, 
With conſcious joy ſurveys the orphan's lot. 
His boſom heaves with exquiſite delight, 
To view the mind, thus ſav'd from Sorrow's blight, 
Beneath a genial clime its pow'rs unfold, 
By Vice, by Want, unſullied, uncontroul'd : 
To mark the onward progreſs of its courſe, 
Near and more near to its eternal ſource. 
Let ancient Greece, with pride triumphant, claim 
The works of Art, and Taſte, which bear her name ; 
Buſts, that with living ardor ſeem to glow, 
Statues, thro' which Life's ſtreams appear to flow : 
Let Italy with zealous rapture trace 
Her pencil's powers, dignity, and grace : 
England, thy Edward's works, which grace this dome, 
Eclipſe the proudeſt arts of Greece and Rome. 


The 
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The beſt wrought ſtatues Athens e' er produc'd, 
To ſcatter'd atoms ages have reduc'd ; 
Rome's richeſt colourings of light and ſhade, 
At ruthleſs Time's unſparing touch ſhall fade. 
But Charity's immortal works ſhall laſt, 
Beyond th' Archangel's world-diſſolving blaſt : 
The mind, ſhe forms, with ſtill expanding ray, 
Shines the bright ſun of an eternal day. 


Meanwhile, oh Albion, wide as thy renown, 
The fame of Edward's Bounty ſhall be known. 
Where'er thy Commerce ſpreads its daring fails, 
Or fill'd with Arctic, or Antarctic gales ; 
Where'er thy floating tow'rs their thunders pour, 
On Hindoſtan's, or Gallia's hoſtile ſhore ; 
Where'er thy name ſhines forth in arts refin'd, 


Delights the poliſh'd—awes the ſavage mind; 
Where 
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Where'er the Sciences thy ſons improve, 

Gain thee juſt Rev'rence, and filial Love ; 
There—many a ſon of Edward ſhall proclaim, 
With grateful pride, Chriſt's Hoſpital's high fame. 


The Merchant ſhall amaze the ſavage mind 
With tales of Woe and Charity combin'd ; 
The liſt'ning Indian ſhall weep to hear 
The load of Want, the poor of Albion bear ; 
Till he, who now exhibits his rich ſtore, 
Says with a grateful ſmile, I once was poor: 
% The Wealth that's mine, Induſtrious toil procur'd, 
* But who to Induſtry my youth inur'd ? 
Not the kind chaſt'nings of a Father's hand 


* Sav'd ME from youthful Indolence's ſtrand : 


* "Twas thine, bleſt Refuge from Life's early ſtorm, 
The active Mind, the honeſt Heart to form! 


D % My 
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« My ſoul delights to pay the debt it owes, 


* And praiſe the fount, from whence my Fortune flows.“ 


Do War's wild notes inſult a Britiſh race? 
Britannia's ſons fear nothing but diſgrace. 
See proudly failing from her various ports, 
England's Revenge diſplay'd from Naval forts! 
Whoſe dauntleſs prows divide the foaming ſurge, 
Whoſe brave defenders inſtant battle urge. 
Far round extends the Conflict's dreadful rage, 
Tremendous as when elements engage. 
Mark ! in that awful hour of hov'ring fate, 
When Vict'ry and Defeat ſuſpended wait, 
Mark! midſt the Britiſh youths, whoſe ſouls of fire 
To deeds of higheſt daring proud aſpire ; 
A gallant Hero, with reſiſtleſs force, 


Thro' deadly vollies urge his fearleſs courſe ! 


Say 
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Say whence ariſes that ſuperior zeal, 
Whence ſprings that ardor for his Country's weal? 
What blood illuſtrious animates his frame, 


E What noble race is honor'd by his name? 


He to Misfortune only was the heir, 


And grew beneath Compaſſion's tender care. 


Train'd in the School a *Charles's Bounty gave, 
"Tis GRATITUDE compels him to be brave. 
Shelter'd by Charity from chilling ſkies, 

The cheriſh'd wings of Valour learn'd to rife ! 
Until the eaglet, rear'd in Pity's breaſt, 


O'er Gallia's conquer'd banners rears an eagle's creſt. 


* The Mathematical School, in Christ's Hospital, was founded by King Charles 


the Second, for the education of youths intended for the Royal Navy and Mer- 
chant's service. | 
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Ye claſſic halls! ye academic groves, 
Where Science has enroll'd the names ſhe loves! 
With awe I treſpaſs on your hallow'd ground, 
And filent pauſe, and timid gaze around ; 
For I, a ſtranger, but in fancy ſtray, 
Where Learning holds her venerated ſway. 


There roves, contemplative, the Man of Mind, 
Whom Thought has waken'd, Learning has refin'd, 
Where Knowledge to his view unclaſps her page, 
The progreſs of the Mind thro' many an age. 
There Emulation fair holds out her hand, 

And beckons to the youthful claſſic band, 
And points to Merit's glittering reward, 
Honor's bright crown—Poſterity's regard; 
Kindling the gen'rous flame within the ſoul, 
Which lights it onward to the diſtant goal ! 
Amidſt 
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Amidſt the crowd, which Emulation fires, 
And Heav'n-deſcended Genius inſpires, 
My eyes delighted on THEIR HONORS gaze, 
Whoſe Merits are their benefactors praiſe ; 
And view thoſe Merits crown'd in learned halls, 


Which dawn'd within our Edward's foſt'ring walls. 


In yon ſweet vale, where blithe *Contentment 
dwells, 


And Peace fits liſt' ning to the ſabbath bells, 
A manſion, cloath'd with woodbine tendrils fair, 
Adjoins the rural hamlet's Houſe of Pray'r. 


Hail! happy, humble roof, where Truth and Grace, 


Shine in thy maſter's venerable face. 


* For the image in this and the following line, the Author is indebted to the 
Revd. W. L. Bowles's Verſes to Mr. Burke. 
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Oft have I liſten'd with the ruſtic. throng, 

To truth's ſweet dictates flowing from his tongue, 
As many a ſummer's eve, their labours o'er, 
Admiring peaſants flock'd around his door; 

And ſtood amaz'd to hear the Learned Man 

Aſſiſt their minds ſublimeſt truths to ſcan : 
Explain how the illuſtrious orb of day, 

Alternate ſheds on either world his ray ; 

Or pointing to the ſtars that twinkled round, 
Their names, their courſe, in ſimpleſt words expound; 
Deducing thus from Nature's wond'rous laws, 
The Pow'r and Wiſdom of the Great Firſt Cauſe. 
Thence would he lead the ruſtic's pliant mind 
To duties, which the ſocial union bind : 

Deſcant upon the peace juſt laws enſure, 


Which ſpread an equal ſhield o'er rich and poor; 


Diſplay 
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Diſplay the bleſſings that from Labour flow, 

Whilſt youthful Indolence is breeding Woe; 
Diſplay what healthful joys from Temp'rance ſpring, 
And ſhew Intoxication's pois'nous ſting. 

Thus would he teach his audience to prize 

Fair Virtue for the ſweets which ſhe ſupplies, 

And ſhun alluring Vice's treach'rous road, 


Where roſe leaves ſtrew'd conceal the deadly goad. 


But, when ſweet Charity his theme became, 
His illuſtration was our Edward's name : 
See gliſt'ning in his eye the grateful tear, 
Whilſt ſmiles of joy, ſuch as the Angels wear, 
Adorn his countenance, and grace the lays, 
In which he chaunts his benefactors praiſe. 
Back to his ſchool- boy days the vet ran roves, 


And travels o'er again the ſcenes he loves: 
Tells 
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Tells of that wond'rous ſource of gen'ral good, 
That grave of mis'ry's woe —inflicting brood ; 
Source—whence he gather'd learning, honor, truth, 
Grave—which receiv'd the ſorrows of his youth : 
And till that Charity his praiſe employs, 

Which gave the competence, he now enjoys. 
Thus does he talk—till from the hamlet ſpire, 
Time warns his ling'ring liſtners to retire : 

Then each delighted parent home repairs, 

And when he offers up his Ev'ning Pray'rs, 
Implores this bleſſing—that when he's no more, 
If he ſhould leave his tender offspring poor; 
Some gen'rous patron of that bleſt aſyle, 

May caſt upon his boys a pitying ſmile ; 


Most of the livings in the Gift of Christ's Hospital are held by incumbents, 
who owe their education to its bounty. 


That 
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That they may walk the path his paſtor trod, 


As warmly love their kind, as truly ſerve their God. 


Hail now my Muſe the active ſons of toil, 
Who patient ply the loom or till the ſoil! 
Nor thou, with ſcornful lip, O wealthy Pride, 
Their worth depreciate or their lot deride! 
Nor ye, who boaſt a cultivated mind, 
Diſdain a brother-mortal, leſs refin'd ! 
Whence riſes, Affluence, thy golden ſtore ? 
Whence comes lov'd leiſure to the ſons of lore ? 
Say, firſt of Cities, whence thy grandeur ſprings ? 
Say whence the wealth of ſtates—the ſtate of Kings ? 
From the big drops, that moiſten Labor's brow, 
The Learning, Wealth, and Pow'r of Nations flow. 
And ſee in crowds the ſons of Labor come 
To pay their homage at our Edward's tomb! 
E Tho 


. 
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Tho' to their minds no claſſic page diſplays 


A Tully's or a Plato's brilliant rays, 

Yet 10 they grateful bow at Mercy's throne, 
Which made Religion's purer precepts known; 
Which taught them to reſpect their country's laws, 
Promote her int'reſts, and defend her cauſe, 
Forming each noble principle that ſwells 


The manly breaſt, where Independence dwells. 


Thus Charity aſſiſts the Arts to thrive, 
Bids Science perſevere, and Commerce live, 
Reverſes the decrees of ſterneſt fate, 


And makes the child of Want —a pillar of the ſtate. 


Shall then that noble Fount eer lack ſupply, 
Whence flow ſuch bleſſings ?—Shall Compaſſion die 


Within 
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Within the boſoms of a Britiſh race, 
And future ſons their gen'rous ſires diſgrace ? 


Shall e'er the riſing ſun on Albion's iſle 
Behold in ruins Edward's noble pile ? 


* Chriſt's Hoſpital in ruins!” At that ſound 
Groans, ſhrieks and lamentations echo round; 
Tears dew the earth, loud ſighs convulle the air, 


And hideous ſhouts proclaim the triumph of deſpair ! 


Bluſh, bluſh, O guilty Muſe ! It is a crime 


To paint ſuch ſcenes beneath a Britiſh clime. 


Vaniſh ye baſeleſs fears ! Diſgraceful doubts away ! 
Wake, wake to notes of joy the rapt'rous lay! 
Lo! brighter viſions gain upon the ſight, 
Forms that enchant, and proſpects that delight. 


See 
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See Hope advances with a ſmile, that charms; 
Before her fly, Fears, Doubts, Diſtreſs, Alarms. 


Leaning on Truth, the Heav'nly form moves on; 


Slaves, which in battle from Deſpair ſhe won, 
In bonds of roſes willing grace her train, 
Enamour'd of her anguiſh-ſoothing train. 

A brilliant mirror in her hand ſhe bears, 
Diſplaying faireſt views of unborn years. 

She ſings and notes ſeraphic ſtrike my ear, 
And ſounds too exquilite for Man to hear : 
Sounds ſuch as float round the celeſtial choir, 
When Cherubs ſing, and Angels ſtrike the lyre. 
On diſtant ſcenes of Charity ſhe dwells, 

Of Benefactors yet unborn ſhe tells, 

And ſings, —the bleſs'd aſyle ſhall never want, 


Whate'er the warmeſt Love can wiſh to grant. 


Truth 
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Truth liſtens to her lays—approving bows, 


And Hope's ſweet notes become prophetic vows. 


On you, illuſtrious band, this viſion reſts, 
On your juſt councils, and your gen'rous breaſts ; 
Whoſe Bounty zealous, vigilant, benign, 

On firmeſt baſe ſuſtains the grand deſign. — 
To you your Country and your God award 
A People's homage, and a High Reward. 

And never, never ſhall our Edward's pile 
Become the fiend Deſtruction's conquer'd ſpoil, 


Till from his fix'd abode the Sun ſhall fall, 


*Till Time be conquer'd, having conquer'd all; 


And Diſſolution's banners be unfurl'd 


Triumphant o'er the void, where once revolv'd the 


world. | 
* 'The Governors. 
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